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CHBYS. Yes, yes.    I must yield to her caprice.    Go !

do not irritate her ; run away, Martine.
PHIL. What?   Are yon afraid to offend the hussy?

You speak to her as though you were afraid of her.

CHBYS. (aside).  I ? nothing of the kind.    Come, go.
Go away, my lass.

SCENE VII
PHUJLMINTE, CHRYSALE^ BELISE

CHKYS. You have your way, she has now gone; hut I
do not at all approve of such a dismissal. She is a
girl who does her work very well, and yet you send
her packing for a mere trifle.

PHIL. Do you want me to have her always in my
service, incessantly to have my ear put to torture ?
To hear her break every law of custom and reason
by a barbarous hotch-potch of errors of speech, of
mutilated words, linked together at intervals by pro-
verbs picked up in the gutters of the market-place?

BEL. True, it makes one feel hot all over to have to
endure listening to her way of speaking: she rends
Vaugelas to pieces every day of her life; the smallest
defects of her coarse mind are either a pleonasm or
cacophony.

CHBYS. What does it matter that she is ignorant of
the laws of Vaugelas, provided she is a good cook ?
Truly, I would much rather she failed to make
her nouns agree with her verbs while washing her
vegetables, and indulged in low or bad words a
hundred times over, than burn my meat or over-
salt my soup. I live by good soup, and not on fine
language. Vaugelas does not teach how to make
good soup; and Malherbe and Balzac, however
learned in fine words, would probably have turned
out fools in the matter of cooking.